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enough of an impression. One retains nothing of it. And how many
devices in the sense-notations! No echo; and it can lead only to despair.
I find it hard to read to the end. None of these unsubstantial creatures
interests me. Were they to disappear, the world would not be much
impoverished. With none among them can I commit myself and be-
come involved.
I have reread Othello for the sixth time, with an ever keener ad-
miration. And it even seems to me that I was somewhat unjust in
what I said of the lack of psychological novelty in Shakespeare's char-
acters. Each of the characters, definitely in his place, lets one suspect
sufficient mystery and shadowy background to feed infinite reflections.
The drama is constructed between the imaginary verisimilitude and
the invisible reality of sentiments. Wonderful subject, which is far
from being exhausted by the action. And this is fitting.
7  February
Oh, how little care man has for what might make the earth smile!
What has he done with it and its flowers? Each one wants to appro-
priate what belongs only to all.
8  February
Something strange, odd, and gripping. This is what I should like,
knowing well that only the unexpected can delight and plunge into
a state of trance. But my subject (Genevidve) does not admit of it.
I owe it to my heroine to remain reasonable, since it is only through
her that I am expressing myself.
A school of priests passes on the road. I stop to look at them, if not
at length since they are passing, at least with all the intensity I can,
one after the other. The first are not yet fourteen years old; those of
the third and last group, already somewhat hirsute. Ninety in all,
whom three masters, barely older than they, are taking out for exer-
cise. I seek, among these young faces, I seek in vain some inkling of
curiosity, of intelligence, of boldness. It is an extraordinary exhibit of
all the varieties and shades of foolishness, sly, smug, or sullen; in the
eye of none of them, not the slightest "spirituality" (oh, a lot I care!),
but not tie slightest flame either. Nothing to dampen in them; nothing
either that can be kindled; nothing lofty that must be dominated. They
came to this, not through a secret mystical vocation, but through lazi-
ness, through meanness, and because it is not very evident what they
could have done elsewhere. But was I not mistaken? Was this not a
charitable institution for backward children? No, alas, there could be
no mistake: it was a nursery of priests. And I imagined them spread